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THE GILDED PILL. 


Doctor. 
SYMPTOMS THEY EXACTLY SIMULATE; AS, FOR EXAMPLE, IN A HIGH 


NOTHING IN OUR EXPERIENCE, MADAM, IS MORE MYSTERIOUS THAN THESE OBSCURE NeERVoUs COMPLAINTS, AND THE 


LY-STRUNG NEUROPATHIC CONSTITUTION LIKE YOUR OWN, WHERE 


ALL THE PHENOMENA ACCOMPANYING—ER—OVER-EATING ARE EXHIBITED, AND WHICH, ABSURD AS IT MAY APPEAR, MUST BE TREATED 


AS IF FOR THAT ACTUAL DisorpER !” 








THE THEATRICAL CRITIC’S VADE MECUM. 


Question, | see that a Sunday paper has recently told us how a 
| theatrical criticism comes to be written—can you point out the 
way r 

Answer, Why, on paper, using only one side, and with the aid of 
a pen or pencil. 

Q. Naturally ; but ought not the critic to master his author before 
he commences his review ? 

4. Certainly. For instance, if the critic has to criticise a drama 
of Sarpov, he should make himself thoroughly acquainted with 
all the works of that talented author. 

Q. Is it necessary to see the new piece more than once ? 

A. If the critic adopts one course open to him, it would certainly 
be advisable. ' 

Q. Why would it be advisable ? 

A. Because, unless the critic sees a new piece several times, he 
cannot thoroughly adjudicate upon the merits or demerits of the 
acting. 

Q. Then a theatrical critie should see a new piece several times 
before he writes about it ? 

_A. Such a course is to be recommended, the more especially as 
after the sixth visit he should be able to understand the play qud 
play thoroughly. 

, Q. And presumably he would have time to examine authori- 

les 7 

A. Quite so, That too is a matter that should not be overlooked. 
Three or four days can be spent in the Reading-room of the British 
Museum in this connection most usefully. 

@. And no doubt the theatrical critic should have ample time to 
compose a well-considered essay ? 





A. He should. To follow precedents set by the reviewers of the fellow said it was only a ‘* Plutonic friendship.’ 


VOL, CVL, k 


past, he should have at least a fortnight to digest his opinions and 
to polish his sentences. 

Q. I think you said that this is one method of writing a theatrical 
criticism, and you hinted there was another ? 

A, I did; because although presumably theatrical critics prefer 
the first mode, they often are forced to adopt the alternative. 

Q. What is the alternative method ? 

A, To form an opinion in the auditorium, to digest it in the 
lobby, and to write the notice on the road to the office in the cab. 

Q. And which method is the more popular with the public ? 

A. The latter, because the public wants its reviews with its 
breakfast-rolls. 

Q. And which are the more valuable, the notices or the rolls ? 

A, It is impossible to say; the public pays its money, and takes 
its choice. 


—[——>__——— 





Crooked Chivalry. 


[“* The chivalrous instinct seems, in truth, to have been little more than 
a caste sentiment.”’— Observer.) 


Burke mourned over Chivalry dead, 
But the Knight of old days was but dark. 
To a man with no crest on his head 
He ’d be insolent, cruel, and stark. 
He couldn’t see straight, poor old Knight ! 
His ** Chivalry ” squinted, and why ? 
He was purblind too poor human Right 
Because of the ‘* Caste”’ in his eye. 


Mus. R. says her nephew has struck up a great friendship with a 
very rich young lady; but when she asked his intentions, the foolish 
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THE IMPERIAL PINT. 
Between the Acts. Friday, January 26, 1894.) 


William Imperator (heartily), ‘‘Tuere, my DEAR OLp Boy, You DON'T LEAVE US TILL YOU 'VE FINISHED THAT!” 
Bismarct. “‘ AN—DELIGHTED! (Aside Hore rr isn’t ‘Corkep’!” 
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PREHISTORIC PEEPS. 


A Visit To AN Artist's Strvupto. 


m 











OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. “YOUR HEALTH, MA’AM!” 
| “Tue Prophet John, by Frepericx Boyt, suits me!” quoth| Tue sprightly Mrs. Kerry (this deponent remembereth her as | 
| the Baron, cheerily. Messrs. Cuapman aNnD Hatt bring outa capital the Sprite-ly too, a Queen of the Peris) runs the rare evergreen 
| sensational story in one natty, easily-handled, easily-read volume. Mr, G. pretty close. Mrs, Keetey is in the eighty-eighth (or 
“The time occupied,” continues the Baron to his friends, “‘in eighty-ninth is it?) year of her exceptionally long dramatic run, and 
| swallowing whole The Prophet John, as if you were the whale | she is still “ going strong.’ There she was at the Lyceum last 
| taking in Jonan,—which sounds as if Jona were a magazine in Thursday afternoon, so the D. 7. seueate, making a neat little 
parts,—is just what you can spare, if only you give your mind to speech to the actors and actresses assembled in the green-room after 
it, ‘between the lights,’ or, more properly speaking, within the playing their parts in the pantomime of Cinderella, whose heroine 
| limit of the time that may intervene between entering your sanctum | finds a perfectly charming representative in Miss ELLALINE TERKISS, | 
and retiring to ~— sanctum siorum, yclept your bed. Should the entertainment itself being, as “this deponent” is further 
| you luxuriate, and by a coquetting and titillating process defer the credibly informed, exceptionally good. Mrs. Keeter returned 
crisis, this ‘ thriller’ may last you out two, or even three, evenings.” thanks for her health, which couldn’t, it appears, be better, and | 
But having once taken it up, having once put your hand to it, and hoped that ‘‘ present company” might be all exceptions as to | 
your eyes on it, the Baron ventures to think that you will not part illnesses and infirmities when they everyone of them should reach 
with it in a hurry. It will be your “ loss” if you “‘ cut the Prophet,” her time of life. The lively actress, who appears to have been 
though with a paper-knife The Prophet must be cut, else you cannot livelier than ever, was, it is reported, ‘in great spirits.” She is 
read it. Looking through Mrs. Davenport ADAMS’s bulky but hand- | evidently preserved in the very best of spirits, and long may she so 
some volume, Zhe Poets’ Praise, the Baron, like the Admiral in the | continue. 
immortal ballad, * Werry -— ae wot she’s cone, bees to eee 
suggest t in her next edition, whenever it ma or, j , 
ee. 5 A., Guingst, ealintes as me is, should not omit irons, ber Hint to a Literary Hotspur. 
threnodies on the death of ALFRED ENNYSON, the verses which | In shallowness and prudery to grovel, 
appeared in Mr. Punch’s pages on that occasion, for these, the Baron And with o’er-nice Seletien stuff the Novel, 
| is certain, may triumphantly challenge comparison with any con- Good Mrs. Grunpy’s countenance to keep, 
| temporaneous poetry on the same subject. Not alone is the Baron Or please the pink Young Person chastely callow, 
in this opinion. Mrs. D. Apams should supply this want, when she Is servitude befitting silly sheep. 
continues the collection *‘ in her next.” a Yet mud makes not profound the mental shallow, 
Baron DE Boox- Worms. And Art’s high mission prurience will not hallow 
By calling spirits from the Nasty Deep ! 


Our Hicuest Approvat.—For the office of Chairman of the Con- = 
| ciliation Board no better choice could have been made—Mr. Punch | -" 
always excepted, cela va sans dire—than Lord Suanp. Of course,, Mem. From Mancuesrer.—Mr. Batyour was last week reporte 
he will be expected to drive about in a Shand-radan, drink to have spoken at ‘a — tea-party.” In future he will | 

Shand-ygaff, and be well up in 7ristram Shandy. doubtless be known as a Tea-party er! 
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THE IRREPRESSIBLE SHE. 
4 Drama of the Day To-morrow 


Boudoir at Lady Sroxrrpnoxer’s, No. 1574 


ile 


Scexe | round the 


corner). he lgrave Square S, Ww. 


Lady Stone ybroke ‘to Miss Meprea Mrvxs, Hypnotist and Faith- 
healer). No, Miss Mryxs, I cannot truthfully say I am satisfied. 
You know how absolutely necessary it is for me to get rid of my 
insomnia and nervous breakdown if I am to cope with all the 
difficulties and embarrassments that surround me. Yet you have 
never succeeded in getting me ‘nto a trance state, and, 
although I’ve believed in you as I never thought I was capable of 
believing in anything, I’m not a bit better! Now how do you 
account tor it 7 

Minas Medusa 


don t bel 


once 


In the simplest way in the world, dear lady. I 
ve I could send a » amet to sleep for five minutes, and, 
as for faith-healing—well, it would take a greater simpleton than 
your ladyship to be any the better for believing in me / 
Lady 8S. Then do you mean that 
have come here on false pre- 
Wiss 


motives 


Vv I do, but from the best of 
The fact is, I am con- 
ributing a series of racy and realistic 
articles on “ The Childish Credulity 
f-our Upper Classes” to a leading 
laily. I resolved to personate a Faith- 
healer and Hypnotist, and turn my 
experiences to journalistic account. 
acquired the necessary qualifications 
the part by the simple process 
of paying two visits to a conjuror, and 
practisingjthe mesmeric art on any cat 
I could induce to spare me a few 
minutes. Then I came here and 
ffered my services. I am deeply in- 
lebted to you for affording material 
which is caleulated to throw a startling 
light wpon the mental crookedness of 
u lecadent and neurotic type of well- 
bred womanhood. 

Lady 8. (faintly). But—but surely 
you won't publish ererything I told 


y n confidence ! 
It will 


for 


Miss M. Don't be alarmed. 
pear under an altered name. 
Lady S. But suppose people guess 
Miss M. I can’t be answerable for 
ther people. My only object is to 
prove to my sex that faith-healing is 
a light and remunerative occupation, 
likely to suit a young woman with 
plenty of self-confidence and a fund 
of quiet humour. I need not assure 
you that to you personally I bear no 
malice whatever, and if my revela- 
tions incidentally injure you, I shall be 
the first to regret it. Still duty is 
duty, and | must perform mine, in the 
interests of the public and the paper | 
represent ! Under the circumstances, 
however, | am willing to waive the 
question of fees for this particular visit, and will wish you good 
afternoon. ; 
| She goes out, learing Lady StongEYBROKE in acute discomfort. 
Lady 8. \to herself). What a terrible young woman! I do trust 
won't make her disclosures too recognisable! And I shall have 
find another cure now! Insolvency is dreadful enough, but with 
nsomnia the New Governess, who enters.) Oh, Miss 
Fiimsey, | was most unfavourably impressed by your French 
er te-day at lunch. I thought you told me vou were almost a 
arisian 

Miss F.imsey (with spirit). I took half a dozen lessons on purpose 
to come here. I really don’t know what more you require ! 

Lady S, We won't diseuss the question, but I must ask you to 
make other arrangements at the end of the month. : 

Miss F. They are already made. I was about to inform you, dear 
Lady Sronkysroxe, that the purpose for which I entered your 
household is now happily accnmelided: I don’t know whether you 
have seen a series of lively and popular sketches which are coming 
out in The Perfect Lady just now, entitled “ My Pupils and their 
Dear Mammas. By an Amateur Governess.” am the Amateur 
Governess, and you may like to know that a character sketch— quite 
one of the most telling things I have ever done—of your daughter 


she 
' 


too ! To 


ol 


“I shall give myself the pleasure of forwarding you an early copy.” 


Donorny, with a description of her proceedings in the sulks, and 
her views on your treatment of children, will appear in next 
week's number. I shall give myself the pleasure of forwarding you 
an early copy. 

Lady 8. gasping). Upon my word ! 
my daughter and me by name ? 

Miss F. Well, I have thought very carefully over that, and, on 
the whole, I have decided that, while it is the duty of a journalist 


And you propose to mention 


to suppress no facts that are material, there may be occasions when | 
PP ) 


she is justified in using her discretion. You have treated me fairly 
well fm ma my stay here, although I cannot but think that a 
governess has a moral and inalienable right to breakfast in bed and 
receive her male friends in the drawing-room at al/ hours. However, 
I shall not go beyond initials in your case. I am leaving at once; so 
perhaps, while [ am getting my things together, you will kindly 
write me a cheque } a my month’s salary, to which I need not 
remind you 1 am legally entitled. She goes out. 
Lady 8. (wringing her hands). A cheque, with my balance over- 
drawn as it is, oh dear, oh dear! What a mercy my dear boy 
Hartvurpe is about to repair our 

shattered fortunes by an alliance with 
a lovely and incredibly wealthy Colonial 
girl, who, according to him, is the 
dearest and most delightful of her sex ' 
So nice and unexpected of the dear 
fellow, for he never was mercenary ! 
Didn’t he say he was going to bring 
her this afternoon to make my 
acquaintance? Perhaps I had better 
receive her in the big drawing-room. 
I’ll—yes, Ill tell them to light a fire 
there ! 


Scene LI. 


room, 


The Big Drawing- 
Later. 

Miss Gracie Gumtrey (taking her 
leave, after having been effusively wel- 
comed as the future daughter-in- 
law). I’m sure you’re very kind, 
Lady SroyreYBROKE; you almost make 
me feel as if I oughtn’t to have come. 
But I simply couddn’t resist the chance 
of this extra ‘* copy.” 

Lady Stoneybroke and Hartupp 
Stoneybroke. Extra copy! Of what? 

Miss G. (modestly). Perhaps I should 
have mentioned betore that I am under 
contract with a Colonial syndicate to 
do a series entitled *‘ How Patricians 
Pop. By a Girl they Proposed to.” 
Your dear son is number eleven. I 
shall complete the series—most pro- 
bably—with the dozen. 

Hartupp 8. (crushed). And all this 
time you have been merely trifling 
with me! 

Miss G. (with angelic sweetness). 
Trifling! No, Hanturp, you cannot 
do me the injustice to believe that I 
should have encouraged you—as I 


admit I did—except for purely pro- | 
It was necessary | 


fessional purposes. 
to immolate you upon the altar of 
Journalistic Enterprise, that is all 
and I think even you yourself will be struck by the spirit and 
the absolute fidelity with which I have reproduced the exact manner 
and terms of your proposal. There was a deliciously fatuous inanity, 
too, about some of your endearing epithets during our brief engage- 
ment, which was all your own, and is certain to make a hit and 
boom the whole series. So it 1s not without gratitude that I ter- 
minate an episode which, to myself at least, has been both pleasant 
and profitable. Farewell! Do not forget me altogether ! 
[She goes out. 
Lady S. My boy, my boy, try to bear this blow! Reflect. 
may not be an heiress after all! 
Lartupp S. As if it was only her money! 
must get money, or else—— [ He goes out. 
Lady 8. (to herself, gloomily). Or the StoNEYBROKES wiheae to 
a complete smash! Fortunately, I am in correspondence with the 


daughter of a Chicago millionaire, a Miss Cutor CurrreRiine, who | 


wants a chaperon to introduce her to the best society. I think I 
could do it for five thousand pounds—and extras. I hate the idea. 
but what can I do? (Re-enter Miss Gurney.) That dreadful 
girl again! (7o Miss Guutrer, with a reaction of hope.) Ah, you 
do love Hartvrp after all, then! 

Miss G. Love! We have no time for all that nonsense—except as 








She | 


And yet, Mother, we | 
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copy—nowadays. No, I came back because I suddenly recollected 

that you ’re one of the fifteen hundred members of the peerage with 

whom I’ve been in correspondence,—as Miss CHLok CHITTERLING of | 
Chicago, you know. I thought you might be interested to hear that 

your reply (which is admirably characteristic and full of unconscious 

humour) will probably appear shortly in a first-class Society weekly 

which is taking up the question *‘ Are Cha ms Cheap To-day ?”’ 

Lady 8. (writhing). My letter was headed “* Private and Confi- 
dential!” 

Miss G. I know that; it was trustful of you, but we Lady 
Journalists are not without a sense of honour. No indication of the 
writer’s identity will be given (relief and gratitude from Lady 
STONEYBROKE), except, of course, the ad (Lady SronEYBROKE 
has a fit.) As you seem rather pre-occupied, I will intrude no} 
longer, and, indeed, in all I have done I have merely endeavoured to 
show that,—whether in sheer hard-headed “‘ grit,” ‘* go,”’ and enter- 
prise, or single-hearted, self-sacrificing devotion to the interests of 
the joreel she represents,—Woman is as much Man’s superior as— 
as she is in everything else! Good afternoon ! 

[She goes out, leaving Lady STONEYBROKE in convulsions, | 


moved by the diabolical impulse that sometimes afflicts them, would 
insist on going wrong. If we stood forward, with all proper regard 
for wind and every other circumstance, streams of feathered demons 
kept whirring back where Jonson, the sporting solicitor, missed 
them with a genial regularity that nothing could disturb. If we left 
our guns back, as we did eventually in desperation, Jonson, who 
was placed forward, again stood under a canopy of pheasants, and | 
shot, with brilliant success, into the gaps. The host was furious, 
the keeper was in sombre despair, the good shots were depressed, 
only Jounson was jubilant. On such occasions the only theory 
which is accepted as explaining the catastrophe is one that imputes 
a malignant cunning to the birds. This is the kind of conversation 
you will hear. 

Host (at the end of the beat), Done again, by the living Jingo! | 
Did you ever see such infernal birds? I’ve shot this wood on the 
same plan for five years, and I’ve never known the birds to go that 
way. It’s perfectly sickening. 2 ~ 

The Keeper. Ah, they’ve fairly beat us this time, Sir. 
didn’t leave the two Captains back as I asked you. 


Pity you 
They ’d , 
first-rate shootin’. 


’ ’ 
ave a 


A Gun, Oh, it’s no good calculating on these pheasants doing 
anything for certain. Do you think they don’t know what we want 
— to od Of Cy ey do, apa ¢ ey jolly well poe up their 

: : | minds to us, ey ’re just as blessed cunning as they make’em. 
Pity Riivere Boome) Nothing beats an old’ cock-pheasant for cunning. Why, when 

FAREWELL, for a space, my gallant hammerless ejector !. Farewell, | was shooting with Jack Bartey the other day, we only got twenty- 
0 cartridge bag, seasoned by wind and rain! Farewell gaiters, five out of his best wood, where we ought to have got about 150 
shooting we aaemanedner hes ! = ro of the omeee | \(and so on, with the usual reminiscence of a sporting disappoint- 
come, an 8 require you no more for the present. t a ment), 
season it has been! Grouse; Host. You’re quite right. 

lentiful, partridge abun-| that ever flew. 
dant, pheasants asstrongand, You have only got to substitute grouse or partridge for pheasants, 
tall as the heart of a mode- and you have int e above dialogue a formula that will tit every case. 
rate shooter can desire, or| And so farewell till next season, ye guns, cartridges, shooting- 
his uncertain aim attain to; | lunches, muffed birds, lost birds, winged birds, eager dogs, liable to 
= of a in ie oegpr our ——. anger, ys beat, rt — ~f ie ppeeent 
of mournful prophecies of | bunny, ye rs, men of sterling quality both in skiil and in the | 
— aves + ny year | tips we offer you, farewell, 5 brief — to all of you. Heaven | 
year by those who see in | prosper all g ooters in the interval. 
the Ground Game Act the | 
death of sport, and look upon 
Sir Wm1um Harcovrt, 
who brought it in, as an iconoclast worse than any follower of Jonn 
Kwox; here and there a glinting woodeock to give a spice of danger to 
the day and fill up the gaps in our shooting conversation ; rabbits of 
almost Australian plentifulness—this is the record on which I look | 
back as the evening’s shadows close in on the First of February. oves lis broth 

Did I shoot well? Hum, well—ask me another. Did shoot | A negligeable sort of distant brother. 
badly? No-o-o, I don’t think I did; no, I’m certain I didn’t.| Where is the harm, since in soft, level 
Still, there was one awful day, when the pheasants seemed to come | tones, 
merely to ‘cock (or hen) a snook” at me, and then sail away! While lavishly my floral gifts you 
unharmed into the distance in spite of my two despairing shots. scatter, 
But of course I knew I shouldn’t owe well that day. I had slept | You say ‘‘ How pretty! 
on a feather-bed, which is fatal to accurate shooting, and had eaten Mr. Jones. 
devilled chicken for breakfast, which is equally fa Besides, 1’m| He does these things, you know; it 
quite — there was “oy wrong with my emuions, end ee doesn’t matter.” une 
was a yelping retriever who got on my nerves. rious, he didn’t | ~i - _ » te 
gt sa oa mg and Dick o/ a rule more irritable thant am. | Those spar hands were never made to 

erfect rot, Dick trying to make me believe he filled his om mies fre ‘ove 
cartridge-bag by mistake with my cartridges. He couldn’t have The — pughanios from Covent 
done that, use he shot extraordinarily well. Yet Dick was 7. dainty 
never a gratuitous liar. Anyhow, J couldn’t hit anything that day. | ne 
The miserable recollections, however, were almost wiped out two| Ang plead the unromantic donor's 
days afterwards. Really flatter myself I held as straight as the J on 
straightest that day, and was quite modest about it. Dick, who is _. I ‘ 
one of the glories of the Gun Club, didn’t come off that day. Much E’en when the small glove holds that 
annoyed because I wiped his eye three times running at what he tiny hand . eit hon 5 
called “impossible birds.” He said it all came from sleeping on a We truly may declare there’s nothing in it ; 
feather-bed, but I had slept on a feather-bed too. So it couldn’t Such loyal tribute all may understand — 
have been that. But why, oh, why, are rabbits so hard to shoot ? But all would change if others should begin it. 
They are small, of course, but so is a partridge; and they go very With them indeed you'd rightly look austere, 
fast, but so does everything else, except a land-rail, and I’ve seen a Chillingly check their offertory zealous ; 
slow old land-rail flap the gauntlet of three Al shots without losing Not that I deem I really am more dear, 
so much +~ ee. = By ged,” ow ger Pp Not that I claim the right of being jealous. 
arum ’un, but you can’t expect it a thin at goes a yard an pai , 
hour when you ee been anclieng at flashes of lightning all day.” Yet if presumptuous posies offered be, 

Of all created things rabbits in covert are i most perverse and Howe’er their worth and beauty may commend them, 
elusive. They don’t want to be shot. Perhaps that’s natural; but Remembering that they do not come from me, — 

then they ’re no sportsmen, for they don’t give you the ghost of a Turn like a pearl at bay, and rend the swine who send them. 
hanes of ey | epeste of am. hg) cay m — om, 
doesn’t seem to fee is. He sees a fla white fur in the | 
thicket, and, while I’m wondering whether I ought to fire, ! 
the rabbit’s dead, and Loper’s score is increased by one. e| 
beggar oom even trouble to put his gun to his shoulder always. | 
t ‘s not right. 
Another day stands out in my memory, a day when al the birds, | 








FIELD AND COVERT. 


Pheasants are the knowingest brutes 














TO PYRRHA. 
Wuart if I send you trinkets, flowers, and gloves ; 
Gruoypy herself must grant we've known each other 
So long that I emerge through furnance- 





They ’re from 


n, 
gloves that fit them to a 
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Applied Mathematics. 


Epitus beats Evcurp! A fight ‘‘on the cross,” 
Among pugilists, now seems the eommonest thing. 

At “squaring the circle,” wit’s quite at a loss ; tm 
But there seems little trouble in “squaring” the Ring ' 
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WIFELY COMFORT. 


“On ! now I wisn I'p TAKEN your apvice, Marta! Tuere—I’m a Bory Foo.!” 
‘‘No, wo, DEAREST! YOU'VE ONLY MADE YOURSELF ONE!” 





'E DUNNO WHERE ’E ARE!” Chorus. 





“ec 
NE HETIC LINES.” 
‘Ad ’e bin up at El Teb ’ow ’e’d ’ave jibbed ONE C8 TWO MEST PAT C 8 


at standing all alone ; Deak Mr. Pouncu,—I beg to send you 
An-Bas is well known to everybody, Wished ’e’d got a troop of Tommies near, | some passages of real pathos, which were 
Known all over Egypt, don'tcher see ; When afore the Fuzzies ’is ’ad flown. quite unaccountably crowded out of the 
I’ve no fault to find wiv Ap at all, As the cheek and impidence to wish our “ Anthology of Woe,” in the Pall Mall 
When 'e’s as ’e used ter be. work to mar. Gazette of this week. Yours tearfully, 
jut, somehow, since a Khe-dive ’e ’as bin, Since As-pas came out with quite a Heraciitvus GUMMIDGE. 
| ‘E's altered for the wust; little splosh, The Coffin, Harrow-on-the- Hill, 
| When I see the way ’e treats old pals, Why, ’e dunno where ’e are! January 26. | 
I am filled wiv nuffing but disgust. See ’im stormin’ at the Egypters, ... Tis lost, and for ever, my splendid 


"E sez ’is sojers isn’t class enuff, Makin’ ’em “ support ” the old wrong wy original joke! C, 8. CALVERLEY. 
(ssifers ain't on a par ee i ” 


asers aie +P sea Whereat our ossifers must do a grin You too hey laugh! What for sing ? 
Wiv Thinks ’e’s sec b te ’ cCES 1 D a grin, ou muchey laugh ! nat for sing : 
a4 a bate hid. ae oy Be. , Larf as if they ’re fit ter die! I think you no md what thing ! : 
Chor : ' |’ E make sojers of the fellahin ? ‘ Supposey you no b’long clevah inside, 
waives _’ £ teach troops the art o’ war! . More bettah you go walk + 
When ’e tours the frontier province ’e thinks | °€¢, °¥, 18 fust commands ‘ave muddled = Topside galah ! a 
‘e's gwine to stand ah me ; Till they dunno where they are! Excelsior (Hong-Kong Edition). 


7 y Athins's Egyptian Version 


Won't join in with quiet Jounyy Butt, Quite plain we must put the stopper on. 


' rin? ” ' ba » Sue TIAA wdpvryy, 
Fancies Exvut all "is bk poor Why ’e’s wuss than was ’is old grandpar! bh barr ye Spe , 
"As the hee gt) online to play the Ww ants to kid us, though ’e’s but a kad, ihdemceuinis oT 
Prince Pooh-Bah. Which shows the josser dunno where ’e are ! eo. 
Since AB-BAs came into the Khediviate, Chorus. Vare ish dot barty now ? 


Why, ’e dunno where ’e are ! Wouldn’t ’e be “ up a tree” if we let ’im Hans BREITMANN, 
; , _ , stand alone ? I believed her faith—less 
Soe gees be mee fond o’ playin’ at sojers, Wouldn’t France and Fuzzy make a rod ? Af—terr the ball ! 
N a _ ‘ - 1 bs le on all fours ; ’Ow they’d prick the bladder ’e’ad blown! Contemporary Poet. 
No e cracks o nefliciency, ’ . 4 : i = 7 
And thinks off Krscmuenn "0 eeeses. As a Sow and impidence to wish J. B. Now eeete ¢ Ys oe 


"E want to “ disci ine ” the native force ? _— os . 
Take my word they'd mizzle if ’e did. ee ae See, Barbara, celarent, darii ferioque, prioris: 
Cesare, camestres, festino, baroko, secunde. 


| Fine show they'd make agin black Fuzry- Why, ’e dunno where ’e are! 
W : Vime., Zn., Bk. XIV. 


uz, 

pigice by a little angry bat : “ pan SHE Is sPokE” aT Daty’s 0! 0! 0! 
» G cheek & UROMER OF & AITCHENER, HEATRE.— Whenever it unfortunately may , » Othello. . , 2, 
_.Show ‘is discontent with the Sirdar, happen that Miss Apa Renan is not in the SmaxsPeaRe, Othello, Act V., Scene 

Kicks agin the army at which ‘is friends ‘ave cast, they say of the piece “(a ne fera Re- Poor Tray charmant! 
_, toiled, . an,” which, being translated, means that Poor Tray de mon ami! LI 

Which plainly shows 'e dunno where’e are. | the play.is one “‘ of no importance.” Ixcotpssy, The Cynotaph. | 
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Nervous Man (who hires his Hunters), ‘‘ KNow ANYTHING ABOUT 
Friend. ‘“‘CLEVER AS A Man? 
THREE FeLiows, I CAN TELL You !” 





ere -% 


CLEVER AS A WOMAN MORE LIKE IT! 





ENCOURAGING. 


THIS MAkE? RINGBONE TELLS ME SHE'S AS CLEVER AS A Man!” 
SEEN HER PLAY SOME FINE OLD GAMES WITH TWO OR 








MISUNDERSTOOD. 
(A Story of the New Profession.) 
Cuaprer XCIV.—The Truth at Last. 


“AND now you know the secret of my life. Can you forgive 
mer 

And in an agony of tears, but not remorse, FrepEerick threw him- 
self at the feet of Lady Maun. 

‘* But it is all so strange,” replied the nobly-born maiden, dazed 
and wandering ; ‘‘ so unnatural—so wrong!” 
‘*No, not wrong,” cried FREDERICK, rising to his feet; ‘‘ not 
wrong, darling. I acted from the 
purest motives. My every word, 
my every “2 > my every deed 


were guided by conscience, an 
conscience alone. I know that 
there is a 


Ppa against the 
profession. know that by many 
my career would be condemned. 
How little do the gentlemen of 
England who sit at home at ease 
know the danger of the official 
detective.” 

“You have found a prettier 
name for your calling than that 
usually bestowed upon it,” an- 
swe the now weepin girl, not 
without bitterness. “T have heard 
you, and such as you, described as 
spies !”’ 

“* And why not?” cried Frepericx, proudly. “I am a spy, and 
I glory in it. I claim to be the protector of the community. It is 
through my efforts that the good and true live in safety. It is through 
my efforts that crime meets its just reward. Without my intellect 
to serve the cause of virtue, innocence would be vanquished and vice 
triumphant.” 

She was evidently influenced by his splendid vindication of his (to 
put it mildly) unpopular calling. Still she would not give in—at first. 

But was it right to betray your uncle?” che “* And 





, 


out. 


do you call it kind 
in Scotland Yard ? 

“And why not?” he answered. ‘ Both of my misguided rela- 
tions were guilty ; the fact was proved up to the hilt at their trials, 
And if the fact of my blood-connection with them procured me 
access to their private papers, surely you, as a good citizen, a regular 
ratepayer, ought to rejoice, not utter expressions of regret!” 

She was still hesitating. Then she spoke. 

** My dear,” she murmured, ‘it is not because I do not love you 
that I refrain from falling into your arms. 1 do love you, with all 
my heart.” 

** My own!” cried Freprnrick, rushing towards her. 

‘*No, stay and hear me out. I have suspected your profession 
from the first ; and I have been proud of your success, But, love, I 
was obliged to be cold and distant, because I too was——” 

‘* Not another word!” he cried, taking her in his arms, and im- 
printing a kiss upon her brow. “* My darling ; as the lawyers say, it 
might be used at your trial.” 

** My trial!” fo faltered. 

‘* Nay, darling, look not at me with those piteous, pleading eyes. 
We both have our duty to perform, and we must perform it bravely. 
You have guessed rightly. I have knewn your story from the first. 
Yes, darling, while | was basking in the glorious summer of your 
smile, while I was in an ecstacy at the sound of your silvery 
voice, I was yet attending to business.” 

** And my letters?” she gasped out. 

‘* Are no longer in my possession. They have been sent to the 
?_— quarter. And now, darling, bear it bravely—bear it bravely, 
or my sake,” 

“Oh, Frepericx, Freperick, I cannot give you up!” she said, 


to hand over your grandmother to those who live 
” 


passionately. ‘It is now doubly hard to lose you, Oh, my love, 
oh, my love, you shall not go!” 
IT must, darling.” And, gently disengaging his hands, he blew 


a whistle, and, with a heavy sigh, left his beautiful (but now 
fainting) burden in the custody of the police.—THE END. 








H.R.H. Paiwcess Louise played Mrs. Booty in Tom Tayior’s 
Helping Hands. As a Lord-in-waiting-for-an-opportunity ob- 
served, ‘‘ It was a Booty-ful perf ‘eg 


ormance . 

















PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARL. 


[Feervary 3, 1894. 








THE CHARCE ACAINST THE Jadstecal 


(37 
axe | 


OLD BRICADE. 


‘ 
¥ ¥ 5 } 
A Cynic on Centenarians. ) 


} 
*» 
. <r a 
=e 
yA 
Never was a time, save that of 1 
ae | 
’ 


ney 
the patriarchs, so infested by centena- | 


; 
rians as the present One cannot | ’ 
open a newspaper but either male or 4 
female of this class boasting of 
their health and strength, and of the 
possession of all the faculties for in- 
nveniencing their fellow-creatures 
The man who plumes himself 
n his own antiquity is intoler- 
e."—James Pavn.) 


is 


I. 


Aut a lie, all a lie! 
Eighty or onward [Death 
Brag they have dodged King 
Up to One Hundred. 
** Rother the Old Brigade ] = 
‘* Drat their old gums!” he said. 
Trust not the man who saith 
He is One Hundred! 


II. 
Humbugs, the Old Brigade ! 
Old age is now a trade. 
Well the old fibbers know 
Records have blunder’d : 
Theirs not in facts to pry, 
Or search the registry ; 

Theirs but to live, and lie, 
Boasting they ’ve bested Death 
Till they ’re One Hundred. 
III. 

** Centuries” to right of us! 
“* Centuries” to left of us! 
“ Centuries” in front of us! 
Vauntings are thunder’d. 
On porridge, so they tell, 
Wisely they ’ve lived and well, 
Champing their jaws at death 
By making life a hell 
Till they 're One Hundred. 
IV, 
Gums toothless, craniums bare, 
Smoking not, toping ne’er, 
Gulling the gobe-mouches there, 
We've seen them swelling, while 
All the world wonder’d. 


oe 


~ 


“UN PERE DE FAMILLE 
Son and Heir. 


Paterfamilias, ‘‘So I Have!” 
Son and Heir. ** Way, I’ve 
DISREPUTABLE CLUB IN Lonpon- 
Paterfamilias, ‘‘So 1T 18!” 

Son and Heir. ‘‘THEN why ON 
"aterfamilias, ‘‘TO BLACKBALL 
comes uP For Evection !” 


oD 
5 


“IT say, Governor, MoTHER TELLS ME YOU 'VE 
JUST BEEN ELECTED A Memper or THE ‘FLy-sy-Nicuts’!” 


HEARD 


| | Plunging, bath-ice they broke, 
i, 4 On skilly fed, and toke, 
= Forswearing swig and smoke, 
i) Flaunting and fussing ! 
| od Oh, it’s beyond a joke ! 
c Go home, eat chaff—and coke! 
y You'll live a century and 
}. Y Never need “ nussing”’! 
This centenarian craze, 
Worship of mere old age, 
Grand, or—well, t’other, 
Is getting quite a hore, 
A beastly bother ! 
Just living to five score 
Isn’t a virtue ! 
Life—if you call it life, 
Shunning wine, whiff, or wife, 
Lest they should hurt you— 
Is a mere sneaking sell. 
And then the lies they tell ! 
Honour the Old Brigade ? 
Bosh! Men have blunder’d 
Taking their tales for truth. 
No, let us honour Youth, 
Youth—at whatever age, 
Not the half-starved sham sage, 
| Who, dull as owl in cage, 
Crank, faddist, dodderer, 
Knowing no noble stir, 
Body strong, soul decayed, 
Boss of the Old Brigade, 
Lives—or declares he dues— 
Up to One Hundred ! 


ILLUSTRATION OF WHATIS MEANT 
py “a Memper or THE CHURCH 
Mruitant,”—evidently the Abbé 
Scuy £p£i£, who, says the 7imes, 
‘*has proved that he can manufac- 
ture an explosive powder capable 
of perforating at a hundred yards 
thirty-four steel plates,” &c., &c. 
Does he put some of this powder 
into his sermons? If so, omy 


EST CAPABLE DE TOUT!” 


‘ and go straight to the heart. 
YOU SAY IT’S THE MOST 


A REGULAR GamBLING Hei!” 

EarRLy ANNOUNCEMENT.—New 
book in preparation for next Christ- 
mas:— The Mince-Pie-rate. By 
the Author of The Iron Pirate. 


EARTH DID YoU JoIN IT?” 
You, MY BOY—WHEN Your NAME 





shot, if well directed, ought to tell, | 








STRICTLY ACCORDING TO PRECEDENT. 
(4A Fragment from the coming Colonial History. 


Tue Managing Director of the Universal Colonisation Company 
was — in his sanctum when the General and the Admiral 
Visited him. 

** You have seen the news?” asked the-soldier. 

‘“* And know the gravity of the situation *’’ queried the sailor. 

“Certainly,” returned the official. ‘“‘The native forces on the 
west coast of Undiscoveredia have mutinied.” 

“Yes,” said the soldier; ‘‘and threaten every moment to invade 
the colony. It is a serious crisis!” 

“* And propose to level to the ground all the European factories,” 
put in the sailor, ‘* The position is distinctly critical !” 

‘Not impossible,” returned the Managing Director. 
can you help me, gentlemen ?”’ 

“ By taking over an wy | Corps—subject to the sanction of the 
War Office,” responded the General. 

** By sailing away from England with a fleet—subject to the per- 
mission of Whitehall,” replied the Admiral. 

** And how long would all this take?” asked the official. 

“ Well, I think I could get the fleet there in about six months,” 
murmured the sailor, after considering the delays of commissioning 
and other formalities. 

“And I might manage my part of the business in something like 
a year,” suggested the soldier, who knew that there was a — deal 
of red-tape in the cellars of Pall Mall. 

“* Well, gentlemen,” exclaimed the Managing Director, ‘ I must 
thank you on behalf of my company for your kind offer of assistance, 
but I feel we cannot avail ourselves of your courtesy. We prefer to 
do without you.” 


* But how 


‘* Almost rude,” muttered the soldier, as he made his exit. 

‘* Searcely civil,” whispered the sailor, as he took his departure. 

Then, when the two warriors had gone, the official spoke through 
a speaking-tube. 

** Be good enough,” he said to a clerk in attendance, ‘* to telephone 
to the coast, and request the District Manager to put the insurrec- 
tion in the hands of the local police.” 

‘* Certainly, Sir,” returned the clerk. 

So the necessary message was sent, and the customary steps were 
ays and, as usual, the rising was put down by the strong hand of 
the law. 

And (also), as usual, this satisfactory result was attained without 
the assistance of the Imperial power. 








| Saran Buppwa-rne ovr acary.—‘' The Divine Sara” has evi- 
| dently got something of everything, and something from everywhere, 
in the new ey 2 tragical-poetical play written for her by Messrs. 
Syivesrre and Morayp, entitled Izejl. The gaiety, levity, —- 
| wild love ot the courtesan and the inspired devotion of the fanatic, 
| taza! suffering, torture, rage, madness, despair, stabbing, going 
lind, a thrilling death-scene, and a saintly angelic apotheosis, go 
far to exhaust the possibilities of any drama, past, present, or to 
come, and do not leave many crumbs of dramatic comfort for the 
| lesser talents, be they actors or authors. Quite in her old form 
again, or rather young form again, is Sana B.! 
| o 
| “Iynarmonrous.”—A highly-wrought 
‘impressed with the “ fitness o 
actually shudders at the mere idea of 
ground Artichoke when travelling by The Over’ 


t observes that, being 
P things” generally, he 

ing to eat an U - 
d Route. 
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IN THE STILL-ROOM.| 
A Malwood Madrigal. 


(Sir Writram Harcovrr, 
addressing his constituents at 
Derby, was “ heckled” by a Mr. 
Purcett as to whether he 
‘* would redeem his promise by 
inserting a clause,” in the 
Sudget he is anxiously prepar- 
ing, “* for the payment of em- | 
bers.” In reply he said, “‘ The | 
gentleman who asks this ques- 
tion must accept the same answer 
which he had given in the 
House of Commons over and 
over again, namely, that it was 
contrary to his duty to state in 
the month of January what he 
was going to do in the Budget in | 
the month of April.””—Zimes’ 
Report.) | 


Atrn—*‘ Simon the Cellarer.” 


Dame Harcovrta stands in 
her own Still-room, 
And a Matron sly is she, 
Though just now she seems 
in a bit of a fume. 
Is she thinking of Rosr- 
BERIE ? 
For there are strange whis- | 
pers about the back- 


stair, | 
Of bothers abroad, and that | 
bogey the ** Scare,” 
Now, Harcourta says that 
big measures cost gold, 
And withont a good fire the 
best Still must grow| 
cold. 
But ho! ho! ho! 
Joun But would know 
How far the big tax on his 
pocket will go! 


| 


\ 
hp u 


Dame HaRrcovurTa’s 
“friends” have sup- 
plied her large store 

Of ‘radical extracts ’— 
all free !— 

Herbs, cordials, 
can say 
more ? 

But a wary old soul is she. 

Of old-fashioned nostrums 
she never doth fail, 

And year after year drastic 
doses supe: . IRR 60" kines 

And she—like the rest of ’em—ever hath found 
There’s safety in Sevenpence—or more—in the Pound! 
But ho! ho! ho! 
Bu w’s looks do show 
That strong dose too oft to his lips may go! 


AY i 


\ t A \\ 


and who 
how many 


For Still-room Reforms, the Dame’s critics all swear, 
Time clamours, and chances are rife ; 
And Harcovrta often is heard to declare : 
** With the greatest pleasure in life!!!” 
But Harcovrra (so the Rads say) is all tongue, 
And she’s not very simple, and not very young ; 
So somehow it ends with a shake of her head, 
And Harcovrta brews the ‘‘ Old Mixture” instead ; 
While ho! ho! ho! 
She will chuckle and crow, 
‘“* What! tell Still-room secrets—yet ? No, no, no!’ 


’ 








in House of 
mmons, and 


Queky.—Parish Councils Bill passed Second Readi 
Lords. If Peers, though disliking Bill, defer to the Co 
pass it, will that make the Bill an Act of courtesy ? 





“ Mabe my Germany.”’—Of a certain sweet singer from Dresden 
it may be said, she was ‘‘ maid” in Germany, ‘‘ engaged” in Eng- 
land, and there married. 

New Provers ror ovr Navat Avruoritres.—Do not spoil the 
ship for a ha’porth (or so) of —Tars / 


Hil rill 


ail 





PREPARING FOR THE BUDGET. 


Dame Harcourta 


BUDGET FANCIES. 
(Signs of the ‘* Times.") 
Dear Sir,—Will you allow 


| eyeles should be taxed? The 


venture to think that the 
/reasons now advanced will 
objection, 


ber of cycles it would (ee 
the Employers’ Liability Bill) 
tend to diminish the loss of 
human life and limb. Babies 
are frequently brushed off the 
spokes after long rides = 

r. 


ublished works of 
arry Pary). 

2. It would enormously in- 
crease the number of cycles 
used, and thus incidentally 
send all the unemployed to 
Coventry to make them. 
What a man pays for that 
he appreciates. He who is 
by nature cold to cycles 
would buy one if taxed. 

3. All allusions to cycles 
in popular songs qual 
taxed. This would act re- 
trospectively, The amount 
obtained from “4 Bicycle 
made for Two” would in all 
probability be enough to buy 
enough ships for a hundred 
years to come. 

I am aware that reasons | 
and 2 apparently conflict, but 
it is the mark of a really 
great cause that it should be 
supported for absolutely op- 
posite reasons. I commend 
my scheme to a perplexed 
Chancellor. 

Yours contentedly, 
Not a Wueet-Mape May. 


P.S. Of course the tax 
would include the ‘‘ cycle of 
Cathay.” 

Dear Mr. Puncn,—It’s 
time for those who don’t 
want to be swept away by 
the incoming tide of Democ- 

: on racy to assert themselves. 
Some shout themselves hoarse for a Free Breakfast Table; why not 
a Free Dinner Table? It’s clearly much the more statesmanlike 

roposal of the two. There are millions who don’t care a rap for 
Prenkfast, but where is there a man or woman who is content not to 
dine? 1 don’t know what we have for dinner that's taxed (I never 
could do political economy) except champagne and cigars. But 
what more need be said? To eat is human, to drink wine divine. 
I leave the matter there. At any rate it can’t be said I’ve neglected 
my duty. Oxe Wuo Treats Divwer as A Matrer or Courses, 


Dear Str,—I see the CHanceLior or THE Excnequenr has to raise 
a lot of money. I have a suggestion. And really in these unimagin- 
ative times I consider it a most brilliant one. It occurred to me sud 
denly, and as suddenly I ceased to remember it. And this statement 
of facts has temporarily driven the notion from my head. What was 
it? Ah, I have it! We are all nothing if not forgetful, and 
my proposal is that, as often as we forget anything, we should— 
tax our memories. It’s a tax which would have the advantage 
of being absolutely fair in its incidence, since the classes and 
masses would alike be affected. I am aware there would be 
difficulties in collecting it. That I would meet in this way—those 
who forget should be left themselves to send in their memory-tax to 
the Treasury. e conscience-money reali in this way would 
alone, I am convinced, pay at least the interest on the National 
Debt. I present Sir W 
dition—that I shall be at liberty to forget to send my conscience- 
money without taxing my memory. at’s a little difficult to 
follow, but I assure you it’s financially sound. 
Yours, taxing-your-intellect, 


nal 
tT 


/ if 4 


IN THE STILL-ROOM. 








59 | 


| me to give some reasons why | 


c- I know is old, but | 


|hardly be open to the same | 
‘&l. By reducing the num- | 


be | 


i 
| 
| 


mt1aM Harcourt with idea on one con- | 


Oxe Wao Dorsy’t Min. 








[Fesrvary 3, 1894. | 








CIVIS IN RURE. 


Wuewn the dweller in a town 

Is induced to venture down 
For a week 

How the country ple grin 

At the fix which he is in 


Should he speak ! 
Though the growing of the 











crops 
And the | of the hops 
Yearly come, 
Like the cutting of the hay, 
With so much for them to say, 
He is dumb. 





He at times seems unaware 
That a rabbit and a hare 
Aren’t the same. 
And he calls a duck a goose— 
Still he knows a lark is loose 
From its name, 


Should they tell him that a 

horse 

| Took the fences, “‘Oh, of 

course,” 

He replies, 

| Though he thinks of how it 

stole 

People’s fences, as a foal, 
With surprise. 


When he hears the birds are 
Unsophisticated child 
| For his age— 
| He will ask, with blushing 
shame, 
‘* Should the pheasants then be 
tame 








In a cage?” 


He describes most plants as 


weeds ; 
| He supposes that the swedes 
Must be men, 
That for guinea fowls you pay 
One pound one; a cock he’ll say 
Is a hen. 





Thinks ‘‘the country’s not 
half bad.” 
| All the time he has not had 
Any doubts 

That the knowledge in hisskull 
| Startled (so it did !) the dull 
Country louts, 


| SuccessFuL_ MONEY - LENDER. 
-** A loan I did it!” 


Aut ricur, Sin! My ravuir!” 


| 
“PLEASE TO REMEMBER THE WAITER.” |. Morro ror 4 SeLP-MADE AND 
| 








Oh! horrible to recollect 
That at a time not very distant 
You were not thought of. I suspect 
To-day, if you were non-existent, 
At pillar-box I’d worship where— 
_But guessed, of course, is the connection, 


Chanticleer v. Cassowary. 

[A telegram from Saint Louis, Senegal, announces 
that a French column has occupied Timbuctoo 
without firing a shot. 

“I never see your bolting equal! ””’—Joe Gar- 


LAYS OF THE CURRENCY, 
rO A THREEPENNY BIT. 


SMALL com of unpretentious size 
I would not wish to have you bigger— 





Much magie in your circlet lies, 


You cut a most important figure. 
For when I feel left in the lurch, 

And it seems far too hard to grappl 
With life, you let me go to church, 

Or possibly, it may be, chapel. 


If hymn should chance to prove a bore, 
sing a song instead (in German), 


1 always manage not to snore, 


| sometimes listen to the sermon. 
Then sermon ended, comes the plate 


You often must have noticed there 


The words, *‘ On Sundays—no collection.” 


So as you play your modest part, 
And lie, as you may think, unheeded, 
’Mid lordlier mates of gold, take heart, 
Than you no coin’s more really needed. 
In the whole lump of greed you may— 
You often do—become the leaven, 
If good intentions pave the way 
To—well, you pave the way to Heaven! 


gery to Pip in “ Great Expectations.’’) 


Gracious! THackeray’s Cassowary, 
Bird that bolted ne, 
Bible, boots, and hymn-book too, 
By the Gallic Cock is beaten: 
No mere man and books he’s eaten, 
He has swallowed—Timbuctoo ! 


“A Cans, A Cas, my Kryepom For 
Cin!""—At one point of his flight it is well 


A 

That maiden’s cheek is all a tingle, known that Lopeneuta sought refuge in the 

She gave a copper. I elat ' In true Wrone Box.—The Jerry Builder “ Fly Country.” Surely that must have been | 
Give you with your sweet silver jingle. on Box Hill. the time to have caught him in a trap! 
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reputation. 
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to all Railway Stations on | 
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Certainly seems to deserve its name."—Lancet. 
48s. per Doz. 
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MUSET’S 











” From erchants, 
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KEEP IT HANDY, 
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LIQUEUR OF THE 
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This delicious Iiqueur, which has 
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of Appetite, Gastric and 
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Headache. 


E. GRILLON, 69, Queen Street, City, London. 
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EVEN 


UTOPIA 


1S IMPOSSIBLE WITHOUT THE 


KODAK 


At least, so ag Messrs. Gilbert ond 
' guilivan, who have introduced this popular 
instrument in their latest charming Opera, 
“Utopia Ltd.” 


THE KODAK is a beautiful little camera, 
by mans of which anyone, aithough totally 
) rp arog with Phot ree gee. el tebe 
one to one hund 
; vt My With the ability to take p ce pic: 
comes the desire; it is is But t 
‘ utton, and the view is 
ALL THE KODAKS have the latest im 
provements and addit and are specially 
seeyd with a BF ig the re 
fore intricate ce of Photography to i « 
simplest elements. 


PRICES FROM £1-6-0. 
Illustrated Catalogue free on application. 
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